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or. 



DEDICATION. 



Why should I write thy name, my darling, here 

Where all may read. Thou knowest in my heart 

I hold and guard thee with a miser's greed, 

My one sole treasure from the world apart, 

The gift an angel brought, that Heaven might seem 

A life begun on earth, and not a distant dream. 



CONTENTS. 

PAGE 

SHEAVES I 

Hero Worship 3 

The Outcast 10 

Fulfillment 15 

Always May 17 

Captive 19 

The Last Letter 21 

Our Lou 23 

j-«oss •••••••• ••• 20 

A Firelight Fancy 29 

Once 33 

Results 35 

My Violets 38 

Hopeless 40 

Sub Silentio 42 

Recall 46 

Consolation 48 

July Twelfth, 1871 51 

Tired 54 

A Bird's Flight 56 

Symbols 59 

A Question 63 



viii Contents, 

Dreams 66 

Friendly Offices 70 

The Youth by the Brook 73 

Regrets 77 

The Difference 79 

Condemned . . 83 

Memories 85 

Surrender 89 

Perished 92 

Freedom 94 

My Life 96 

His Protest 99 

" Yet hath my Night of Life some Memory " . . loi 

Family Soap 109 

In Memoriam 112 

Gone 114 

GLEANINGS 115 

The Railroad Journey 117 

*'A Penny for your Thoughts" 125 

Cartoons 127 

Song of the Fountain 130 

In regard to the Gardening 132 



• 



SHEAVES. 



A SAD autumnal sky — a twilight sky, 
All colorless and gray ; 
A low wind whispering through the withered 
grass 
And wandering away ; 
Bare trees — save for a handful of brown leaves ; 
A quiet reaper, resting with her sheaves — 



How poor they seem ! how few, how worthless 
all. 

Ah ! for another spring : 
Or if the summer, late and cold at best, 

Might come again, and bring 



2 Sheaves. 

The light and warmth that best matures the 
grain 
Before the frost falls and the latter rain [ 



And yet He knows, and judges all aright : 

Some by the wayside fell ; 
Some came to naught ; and some the birds 

y 

devoured ; 
And He alone can \€^ 
What bitter chance or circumstance decreed 
The utter failure of the cherished seed. 



But it may be in a diviner air 

Transfigured and made pure. 
The harvest that we deemed as wholly lost 

Waits perfect and mature : 
And the faint heart that now defeated grieves 

May yet stand smiling 'mid abundant sheaves. 
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HERO WORSHIP. 

I. 
AMI cursed in loving thee ? 
Are the Spirits by my side 
In the dusky even-tide, 
With such wistful, pleading eyes. 
With such clinging, warm embraces. 
And such tender, truthful faces. 
Are they devils in disguise ? 
Shaping out false destinies, 
, Leading me with sophistries. 
To a realm of wrath and tears ? 
Must I ever, ever be 
On this black and boundless sea. 
Where the wild waves threaten me 
Through the lonesome, weary years ? 



Hero Worship, 



11. 

See, they picture on the air 
All thy wealth of sunny hair, 
Tossed from off a forehead fair ; 
And thine eyes, dilated, bright. 
With a wondrous, inward light. 
Shining through their summer blue, 
And thy softly shadowed mouth, 
With the bright lips in a smile. 

Lips like pomegranates in bloom 
(Born beneath a tropic moon, 
Warmed with odorous nightly dews, 
In the far isles of the south). 
And I gaze and think the while 
What a power and a command 
Lie within that strong right hand 
Clasped upon the trusty sword, 



Hero Worship, 

Quick to gleam for truth and right, 
As on Sinai's awful height 
Lightning followed keen and bright, 
On God's thunder- spoken word. 
And thy broad and manly breast, 
Where a woman's head might lean, 
While a touch in soft caress 
Glides adown each shining tress. 
And the proud head bowed to press 
Many a tender kiss between ! 

III. 
As I gaze, I fall before thee*. 
Kneel to worship and adore thee, 
O ! thou grand embodiment 
Of my fondest, wildest prayer ! 
Lowly to thy higher merit. 
Humbly to thy nobler spirit, 



Hero Worship, 

Bow I, meekly reverent ; 

And I offer in completeness 

All the hoarded wealth and sweetness 

Garnered with such jealous care 

Throupjh my best and brightest years : 

Love, born only once in living ; 

Faith, which strengthens in the giving ; 

Constancy, beyond deceiving — 

O ! I cannot see for tears 

As I fling my treasures down ! 

IV. 

Lo I thoa dreamest of a crown 
Which the future days will bring : 
Naught is my poor offering. 

V. 

Through the dim obscurity 
Of the future thou canst see 
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He7V Worship, 

All thy present deeds outdone, 

All the wished for laurels won ; 

Glittering heights rise far above thee. 

Airy pinnacles of fame, 

Sunlit summits soaring upward 

Where success shall write thy name* 



VI. 

P'ame thy pathway shall illumine ! 
Though my gift is warm and human 
'Tis the weak heart of a woman. 



VII, 

Through the distance cold and slow 
Comes this answer like a blow — 
'' 'Tis a fancy — let it go ! 






8 Hero Worship. 
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VIII. 

" A true woman's love is mute, 
And inviteth not pursuit, 
Having honor for its root. 

■ 

IX. 

" In the brawling market space 
Let the hucksters find a place. 
God accord such loving grace ! 



X. 

Sad heart ! gather up thy treasures, 
Heap them on the altar fire : 
'Tis a fitting funeral pyre ! 
And through desolated years 
Feed the steady, burning flame : 
Feed it with the fierce desire 



Hero Worship. 

For one gentle, loving look — 
For one softly uttered name — 
For a touch that gladly lingers 
While the tender, loving fingers 
Put away a falling tress : ^ 
Feed it with the eager longing 
For a passionate caress! 
For the heartsick, eager yearning. 
For a thought of tenderness. 
And as sadly one by one 
They fade, vanish, and are gone. 
Vanish into nothingness. 
Leaving life all valueless. 
Who in all this weary world 
Is so cruelly alone ! 



A 



THE OUTCAST. 



I. 

T) LEAK winds of winter, sobbing and moan- 

Pluck not my rags with your pitiless hand ; 
Here in the darkness, cold and despairing, 
Homeless, and friendless, and starving I 
stand. 
Scourged by the white icy whips of the tem- 
pest, 
I wander forlorn on my desolate way, 
Forgotten of earth, and forsaken of Heaven, 
Too frozen to kneel, and too hungry to pray. 



The Outcast. 1 1 



II. 
I look at the stately and palace-like dwellings 
That line with their grandeur the pathway I 
tread, 
I fancy the brightness and warmth of the 
hearth-stone, 
The plenteous board with the wine and the 
bread : 
I see the heads bowed with a reverent mean- 
ing, 
A blessing is breathed o'er the sumptuous 

•4 

fare ; 
Will it rise to the ear of the pitiful Father, 
Or die of the cold, like the vagabond's 
prayer ? 



12 The Outcast, 



III. 

How steely and sharp come the sleet and the 
snow-flake ; 

To the poet, " earth's garment of ermine and 
lace : " 

But O ! what a satire to want and starvation, 

When Death flings the fold with a shriek in his 
face. 

To-morrow may turn all these ice-drops to sil- 
ver, 

These death dealing drifts into billows of light, 

But to us, who so stumble and fall in the dark- 
ness, 

To us there is naught but the horrible night. 



The Outcast, 13 



IV. 

Hark ! midnight. The chime from the church- 
tower above me 
Drops solemnly down through the whirl of 
the storm : 
If one could but pass through the gate to the 
portal, 
Could sleep there, and dream it was lighted 
and warm. 
Give way, cruel bars ! let me through to a 
refuge ! 
Give way ! but I rave, and the fierce winds 

It 

reply : 
" No room in His house for His vagabond chil- 
dren, 
No room in His porch for an outcast to 
die." 



H 



The Outcast. 



V. 

^fo room in the dwellings — no room in the 

churches, 
No room in the prison — for hunger 's no 
crime ; 
Is there room in the bed of the river, I won- 
der, 
Deep down by the pier \xi the ooze and the 
slime ? 
Mock on, taunting wind ! I can laugh back an 
answer, 
An hour, and your bitterest breath I defy ; 
Since bars shut me out of God's house among 
mortals, 
I will knock at the gate of His home in the 
sky! 



}. 



FULFILLMENT. 

OINK clown the western sky, O summer 

Sun, 
Folded in purple and in majesty ; 
Thy fiery color lives within my veins. 
Thy noon of gold and warmth remains with 

me. 



Die from the pendant boughs, O summer Wind, 
Wake not the tremulous leaves to ecstacy ; 
Thy velvet wings droop to my throbbing heart. 
And give thy slumberous^ languid calm to me. 

Fly from the golden swaying lily bell, 
Reeling in riotous rapture, happy bee ; 



1 6 Fulfillment, 

Thy murmurous sighs, thy sweet persuasive 

power, 
Thy honey thirst insatiate, give to me. 

O ! still, warm twilight hours, in misty peace 
Draw near, stoop down in thy tranquillity. 
Veiled in the dim gray shadows let me lie. 
Till all of life and love abide with me. 



I hear his step upon the meadow-grass; 
My blood leaps madly like the heaving sea ; 
His arms enfold me; sight and sense are lost. 
Ah, God ! Infinity ! 



ALWAYS MAY. 

DEDICATED TO MAY F — . 

I 

\T THEN the cowslips star the meadows with 
their beauty, 
When the sky bends down above us blue and 
bright, 
When all the woodland boughs are full of music. 

And all the orchard branches snowy white, 
When the violet gives its sweetness forth in 
sighing, 
And the lilac waves in joy each purple spray ; 
If you ask me why this brightness and this 
beauty, 

I shall answer, I shall answer, " It is May," 
I shall answer, I shall answer, 
" It is May." 



1 8 Always May. 

When the sun sinks down the west in golden 
splendor 
And we feel the gloom and chill of conning 
night, 
If we turn to loving eyes so true and tender, 
To give us back the morning s warmth and 
light : 
If we bid the happy moments swiftly flying, 

With praying and with sighing to delay, 
If you ask me why this sweetness and this 
fleetness, 
I shall answer, I shall answer, "It is May." 
I shall answer, I shall answer, 
" It is May." 



CAPTIVE. 

" Why ask who makes our prison bars, 
Since they are made of steel ? " 

T3EAT not the bars of thy cage, proud bird, 

With thy tired, bleeding wing ; 
No more for thee is the free bold flight 
Where the mountain breezes sing. 



Nor turn again to the far, bright cloud, 

Thy dull despairing eye. 
Nor where the leav^es in their summer joy 

Rustle exultingly. 



20 Captive, 

Dream not of the forests cool and dim, 
Of a nest on the tossing bough ; 

Of the liquid drip of the silver spring, — 
Divorced from all art thou ! 



Great moons shall gladden the summer nights, 

The twilight fade in stars ; 
And dewy dawns shall light the earth, — 

Be thou content with bars ! 



But take this hope to thy famished life. 
While the hours pass drearily :. 

Peace comes at last, with the Angel Death, 
The friend of captivity. 



THE LAST LETTER. 

'T^IS a straight, smooth bore, — a trifle long, 
Is it not ? But then, when a message 
goes 
On a track like this, the longest time 
Is short enough, one would suppose. 

Now for the powder ! Who would think 
These dusky grains held so subtle a power ! 

As well might one be afraid and shrink 
From the dust of a withered flower. 



Here is the bullet, cold and hard, 
And pointed as if 'twere the latest pun ; 

Less weighty, perhaps, than words can be 
When a murder has to be done. 



22 The Last Letter, 

How still the trance of this August noon! 

How the white light falls on each moveless 
tree ! 
It seems like a fierce, warm, eager heart 

In a hush of expectancy. 

Set up the target close to the vine ! 

'Tis so like a woman, slender and fair ! 
And the shadow the hanging tendrils throw. 

We will fancy a tress of hair. 

A waiting woman ! — an easy range ! 

Which shall I aim at, heart or head ? 
The heart the surer ? one ! two ! three ! 

Dead, for a ducat, dead ! 



OUR LOU. 

'" I ^IS almost thirteen years, dear child, 

Since one fair autumn day. 
Faint smiling on the unknown life, 

Thou on my bosom lay. 
The orchard boughs were red with fruit. 

The grapes hung on the vine. 
And yet I thought, of all God's gifts, 

The sweetest one was mine. 



Then one roof covered all we prized, — 

A loving household band ; 
The year held peace, and health, and wealth, 

Within its bounteous hand ; 



24 Our Lou, 

And crowning all, and cherished most, 

A lily undefiled, 
We held thee to our happy hearts, 

A laughing, merry child. 

The old house stands deserted now. 

And on one faithful breast 
The tall grass waves, and care and pam 

Have shadowed all the rest. 
Never again, just as of yore. 

Can we united be, 
Timers busy hand has changed us all 

Save in our love for thee. 

God keep thee pure and true, dear child, 

Unspotted from all sin ; 
Bright angels make thy pathway clear, 

And help thee walk therein ; 



Otir Lou. 25 

And when at last my eyelids close 

Upon the pain of earth 
May'st thou watch me as lovingly 

As I did thee at birth. 



LOSS. 

T SAT among the lilies, in the sun, 

The stainless lilies, garmented each one 
In robes of moon rays and white dew-drops 
spun. 

The scented grass stood tall on either side, 
And hid the page before me open*d wide, 
O'er which I pondered, wan and heavy-eyed. 



That message, where the purpose long concealed 
At passion's mastering mandate stands revealed, 
And fervid pleading tempts the heart to yield. 



Loss, 27 

Ah, bitter trial! who shall count the cost 
When love and honor in the. scales are tossed, 
Out-balanced by imperious pride, and lost ? 



I plucked a waxen petal, whispering, " Leaf, 
Shall this my late-found faith, so sweet, so brief. 
Perish and shrivel into unbelief? 



" Type of the life of passion, innocence. 
Show me the fullness of the recompense, 
When frigid duty conquers soul and sense ! 



"Within this fateful page I fold thee down, 
Of whose wild words I dare not make a crown, 
And sigh with longing when I should but 
frown." 



28 



Loss. 



The autumn winds shriek by — the autumn rain, 
Tear-like and sad, creeps down the darkening 

pane ; 
The gift of life seems valueless and vain. 



I hold the lily leaf within my hand, 

Brown as the ocean's salt and bitter sand ; — 

Through all my weary heart I understand. 



A FIRELIGHT FANCY. 

FOR anna's birthday. 
IVith a Sofa Cushion of Red^ White^ and Blue, 

13 Y the hearthstone sits the dreamer, 

With the firelight o*er her flitting, 
Busy brain quick fancies weaving. 

Busy fingers swiftly knitting. 

With the crimson wool inwrought 

Is full many a happy thought, 

For its color, like the glow 

Of the heart's rich tidal flow, 

Typifies the love which fills 

All the veins. with mystic thrills. 

And in fancy seems to blend 

With the life line of her friend. 



30 A Firelight Fancy. 

Strong and ardent and sincere, 
May it light the 'coming year. 

Undisturbed still sits the dreamer, 

■ 

None but happy thoughts admitting. 

With the shining needles glancing, 

And the busy fingers knitting, 

For the wool is snowy white. 

Pure as heaven's dawning light, 

As a lily undefiled, 

As the pure heart of a child, 

Type of soul unsoiled by sin. 

Where kind thoughts are garnered in, 

May God keep her in his care. 

Spotless as his angels are. 



With the firelight o'er her dancing. 
Calm the dreamer still is sitting, 



A Firelight Fancy, 31 

Busy with her quaint romancing, 
Busy fingers swiftly knitting. 
Weave , O, brain, thy thread of thought, 
While the web is quickly wrought, 
For its; color, like the hue 
Of the heaven's summer blue, 
Typifies that truth and faith. 
Which is constant unto death, 
, That unbounded truth which brings 
Perfect trust in little things. 
May such faith, as crystal clear, 
Light her path the coming year. 

Sits the dreamer by the hearthstone. 
Triple hues in one combining, 
Busy still with pleasant fancies 
While the sparkling fire is shining ; 
And she said, " These types express 



3^ 



A Firelight Fattcy, 

All of life's poor happiness : 
May she in her life combined 
Love and truth forever find ; 
Peace and comfort crown her days, 
Health and happiness her ways ; 
May each good and gracious thing 
Greet her that the days can bring, 
And the years' past joys restore. 
When the dreamer dreams no more. 



>» 



ONCE. 

nr^HE June roses covered the hedges with 

bhishes, 
And wooed with their perfume the murmuring 

bee ; 
And white were the cups of the odorous Hlies, 
When fate stole the joy of existence from me. 

With hands closely clasped, and with lips pressed 
together 
One instant we stood, while the heart in my 
breast 
Leapt eager and wild, as the callow birds flutter 
When the wing of the mother sweeps over 
the nest. 



34 Once. 

One star is the type of the glory of heaven ; 

A shell from the beach whispers still of the 
sea; 
To a rose all the sweetness of summer is given ; 

A kiss tells what living and loving might be. 



RESULTS. 

A LL day with a busy needle 

I have wrought with anxious care, 
On a robe for worldly service, 
The fashion it bids me wear. 



But now, when the twilight shadows 

Are gathering silently, 
I remember the Angel Workers, 

And the garment they weave for me. 

From my life's determined action — 
From its idle or earnest thought — 

From its good or bad endeavors 
Is the priceless fabric wrought. 



A 



36 Results, 

From the sweet unselfish loving — 
From the alms unheralded — 

From the upward aspiration 

Comes the white unbroken thread. 

But, alas, how frayed and blackened 
How coarse and rough that one, 

By the low, ignoble motive. 
And the evil purpose spun ! 

See the thread of good intention. 
Broken at the lightest strain ! 

See the proof of time, all wast(»d, 
And the chance bestowed in vain ! 



O, ye grave and patient watchers ! 
Linger o*er each darkened line, 



Results. 37 

Till upon its length, like silver, 
My repentant tear-drops shine. 

Fill my hands with worthy labor, 
Lead my faltering steps aright, 

That at last my humbled spirit 
May be garmented in light. 



i 



MY VIOLETS. 

TT70ULDthou wert growing 'mid the whis- 
pering grasses 

By some sweet shadowed stream 
Whose tranquil tide the slow cloud dimly glasses, 

Faint, dying, like my dream. 

Would that the dew upon thy leaves were lying, 

And not this rain of tears ; 
The breeze above thee — not my bitter sighing 

For the lost hope of years. 

Would that the lips whose passionate caressing 
Gave to the leaves a sweetness not thine own, 



My Violets, 39 

Had faintly murmured " Farewell " and a bless- 
ing, 
Ere they had silent grown. 

O, perished blossoms ! lost, lost friend and lover ! 

O, light of day, shaded in swift eclipse ! 
Soon may thy sister blooms with beauty cover 

My silent heart and lips. 



HOPELESS. 

T AM drifting, I am drifting, 

On a sea of doubt and dread : 
Dark the waves that roll around me. 
Dark the heavens o*er my head. 

Not a rudder — not a compass — 
Not a haven greets my sight ; 

All around unquiet spirits 
Beckoning to the realms of night. 

Ever restless — ever tossing 
In my terror to and fro ; 



Hopeless. 

Quickly come, O guiding spirit, 
Show the path that I should go. 



41 



Ere I plunge me in the midnight 

Of the billows as they leap, 
End my madness and my sorrow 

In a long and dreamless sleep. 



SUB SILENTIO. 

T T USH ! the night is calm and quiet 

And the crescent moon hangs low ; 

r 

Silence deep and wide hath power 
And the south wind wanders slow — 

Through a casement where the curtain 
Faintly rustles to and fro. 

Like a spirit softly sighing 
Flits it all the chamber round, 

Where the dim lamp fading, dying, 
Just dispels the gloom profound ; 

Hangs above two happy dreamers. 
By love's perfect promise crowned. 



Sub Silcntio. 43 

Even through the gates of slumber 

To the shadowy land of rest 
He still clasps his long sought treasure 

Closely, closely to his breast, 
With the ardor of a passion 

Long denied and long repressed. 

With his lips still warm with kisses 

Close and clinging as his own, 
Sighing still in happy dreaming 

For the joy his heart hath known — 
Sweetly, peacefully, he slumbers. 

In the arms about him thrown . 

And she gazes at him, thinking — 

Not of all her dreary years — 
Only of this isle of glory. 

Reached with many doubts and fears. 



44 Siib Silentio. 

Over love's frail bridge of rainbows 
Fading in a mist of tears. 

Then she nestles still more closely 

To the heart so kind and dear, 
Whispering, " Love me, love me, darling. 

All my hope and rest is here. 
And without thee, earth is nothing 
But a desert cold and drear. 



"O, that every night my slumbers 
Might be so supremely blest, 

Bounded by thy dear embraces. 
Kissed from passion into rest ; 

I would ask no better heaven 

Sheltered thus and thus caressed." 



Sub Silentio, 

Fan them gently, odorous south wind, 
And begone on pinions fleet, 

Nothing in thy nightly journey 
Shall thy wandering vision greet, 

Half as perfect in fulfillment, 
Satisfying and complete. 



45 



RECALL. 

/^ BLUE-EYED Summer ! wherefore, idly 
straying, 

Dost leave thy lonely children here to die ? 
Whilst thou, upon some* southern isle delaying, 

Heed not how swift the sunny hours go by. 

The lovely blossoms thou didst leave at parting, 
Flushed with thy kisses, perfumed with thy 
breath, 
Tired of long vigils, hopeless of thy coming, 
Droop low their heads, and sweetly welcome 
death. 



Recall. 47 

O faithless mother of those pure, frail children ! 

Sister of light ! child of perfume and song ! 
Amid the ruins of thy vast dominion, 

I mourn, I weep ! O, whither art thou 
gone ? 



N 



CONSOLATION. 

OT in this world, where every hope is fad- 
ing, 

Shall weary pilgrim souls like ours find rest, 
Where death and change, each hour our steps 
invading, 
Snatch from our hearths and hearts each 
cherished guest ; 

Not in this world, where shadows ever falling 
Deepen and darken round us day by day, 

Where sin and shame and want in shapes ap- 
palling, 
Walk unabashed beside us in the way ; 



Consolation. 49 

Where all our purest feelings, wronged and 
slighted, 

Are daily wounded by the scoffer's sneer, 
Striving to quench the lamp by angels lighted, 

Lest the worn watcher be of too good cheer ; 

Not in a world like this — O ! no, forever 
Onward, still onward, though the way seems 

long. 

Aided and cheered in every good endeavor 

By spirit greeting and by spirit song. 

Until at last, robed in the bright immortal. 
We lay aside our earthly forms and fears. 

And pass with joy through an illumined portal 
Into a land where there are no more tears. 



50 Consolation, 

Then through the endless ages onward ever, 
Joined by the unforgotten loved and blest, 

The sundered ties united now forever, 

We find our home, our joy, our perfect rest. 



JULY TWELFTH, 1871. 

QTAND forth ! thou Esau of these latter 
years ; 

Stand forth, and let a myriad eyes behold 
The man who, in his country's hour of need. 

His birthright for a mess of pottage sold. 
And let some mother, haggard with despair, 

Or still more wretched widow thou hast made, 
With fingers dipped in blood so foully shed. 

Write, "In the scales of Justice thou art 
weighed." 



52 yiily Twelfthy 187 1. 

Stand forth ! ye coward knaves whom once we 
called 
Our brethren, henceforth for all time for- 
sworn, 
And hide your fratricidal hands, all red. 

While past you Ireland's dying sons are 
borne. 
How can ye send a prayer to Heaven for aid 
When the poor child, killed at her mother's 
knee, 
Appeals against you, with her ghastly wounds. 
To Him who loved and blest all infancy ? 

And thou, Columbia, take the once proud flag. 
And veil thy face ; within its folds conceal 

Thy shame, to know thy children are not free 
Save when hemmed in by triple rows of steel. 



July Twelfth, 1871. 53 

Blush for a people reckless of the trust 

Their Fathers gave, and pray the avenging rod 
Of Heaven may smite the cravens who would 

wrest 
From freemen's sons the right to worship 
God! 



TIRED. 



T^EAR God, I am so weary with it all, 

I fain would rest me for a little space. 
Is there no great rock where the shadows fall. 
Where I may cast me down and hide my 
face ? 



I work and strive, sore burdened and afraid. 
The road is flinty, and the way is -long ; 

And the weak staff whereby my steps are stayed, 
Bends like a reed when bitter winds are 
strong. 



Tired. 55 

The lofty thought proves fruitless in the deed, 
The prize I toil for seems a glittering lie ; 

There is no comfort for the present need, 
No guerdon promised for futurity. 

I shrink in terror from the endless task, 
I look with horror on the barren land, 

And ask, as only hopeless hearts can ask. 
The meaning of my days to understand. 



A BIRD'S FLIGHT. 



nr^R Y thy wings, my soul ! 

Why ^hould'st thou tremble ? 
The nest is no more thy home, 
Thou hast outgrown it. 
See the far-reaching blue, 
The clear bright space, 
The measureless deep void, 
Where, fearless, thou canst spring. 
Up-borne and soaring onward. 

The tree, thy home-like shelter, 
With leaf-ful boughs of beauty, 



A Bird's Flight 57 

Once was thy fitting dwelling ; 
But now, thy longing glances 
Tell of a wider ranging. 
Flit thee, and leave thy cradle 
Sport of the storm and night winds. 

Here is the rain and shadow, 
Here is the snare and hunter. 
Here is the coarse defilement. 
The dust and the earth of ages ; 
There is the blissful silence, 
The calm perpetual sunshine. 
The upward unending existence. 
The purpose, with full fruition. 

Flit, O ! my soul, from the shadow. 
Leave the frail nest and its sorrows ; 
Out from the dread and the horror. 



58 A Bird's Flight 

Free from the hunger and longing ; 
Up where the One who endowed thee 
Shall hold out His hands of fulfillment - 
Fold there thy wings at His bidding — 
Rest and deliverance together. 



SYMBOLS. 



ROSE LEAVES. 



(hope.) 

T F this were a night in June, love, 

And I were its fairest rose, 
I would clamber up to your casement 

And watch your calm repose; 
I would blush at my boldness, darling. 

And whisper, " No one knows." 

The night, the dewy silence, 

The south wind wandering slow. 

And my watching face at your window, 
Would bring you dreams, I know, 



6o Symbols, 

Would you murmur, " My climbing roses 
Are the sweetest flowers that grow ? " 

The deep blue slumberous heavens, 

The stars so far away. 
The nested birds all sleeping, 

The flitting moths at play. 
Would leave you free to whisper, 

Would leave me free to stay. 

PANSIES. 

(doubt.) 

My hands cup-hollowed bear thy beauty up, 
Crowned royal holders of unuttered thought, 

What did a weird wind whisper ye to-day.^ 
What messages unquiet have ye brought } 



Symbols, 6 1 

Ye dusky, shadowy flowers ! did ye not grow 
In strange dim lands beside the stream of 
sleep, 
Whereon my dreams drive down with hurrying 
quest 
Toward that which I most long to win and 
keep ? 

The delicate aroma of your leaves 

Is faint and sad, like a half-uttered sigh ; 

And vague and troubled thoughts in me arise, 
Of love that seemeth much, and yet can die. 



62 Symbols. 



TUBEROSES. 



(despair.) 



Ring, silver bells, and say thy honeyed breath 

Is not a foretaste of dear love complete, 
Only a bitter mockery of life 

Wed to the pulseless heart and winding 
sheet. 



Say that its piercing sweetness like a sword 
Cuts through belief and calm security, 

And symbol only with thy stainless leaves. 
My heart's lost venture and its purity. 



A QUESTION. 

FOR M. A. B. 

T T THAT if your life had been a barren thing, 
Barren of all that made it good and wise, 
But rich in all that fetters tlie free soul 

And calm before the world's close scrutinies. 



Think if one day upon that desert waste 

A great light fell, and dazzled and struck 

blind ; 
You wrapped it like a mantle round your heart, 
Nor asked of fate what followed close behind. 



64 A Question. 

Suppose sometimes it glowed clear, warm, and 
bright. 
And lifted you above all common need. 

Sometimes it faded pale, and wan, and weak, 
And of your toilsome track took little heed. 

Whereat you gathered, trembling and afraid. 
The treasures of your life — all that was 
good, 

The sacred trusts kept clean from alien hands 
By years of melancholy solitude, 

And cast them down — a costly gift — to stay, 
But for a little time, the lessening light. 

Dreading so much the purposeless, dark 
way. 
The solemn, dread eternity of night. 



A Question, 6$ 

Think if the bribe were powerless, and you lay 
Voiceless, dethroned — no refuge — none to 
save ; 
Would you not doubt the love and help of 
Heaven ? 
And ask of Earth one boon — naught else — 
a grave ? 



V- 
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DREAMS. 

Good-night ? Ah no, the hour is ill 
Which severs those it should unite, 

Let us remain together still, 
Then it will be ^rW-night." 



'TPHE night hours wane, the bleak winds of 
December 
Sweep through the branches of the singing 

pine, 
And while I watch each slowly dying ember, 
I dream of joys that never may be mine. 



The vacant chair, the room so sad -and lonely, 
/ Bring visions of a home 'neath other skies, 



+-^ 



Dreams. 67 

A home created by my fancy only, 

My heart's true rest, my earthly paradise. 

In the night watches when my hands are folded 

In weary calm upon my hopeless breast. 
These bright creations by my heart's love 

moulded 
Quicken its beat, and rise all un repressed. 

Roof, tree, and tower, and portal. rise unaided; 

Aladdin-like, their instant birth I see. 
And at love's shrine, by doubtings uninvaded, 

I offer up my wild idolatry. 

Only the fire's warm heart, intensely glowing. 

Sends languid throbs of brightness through 
the gloom. 



68 Dreams. 

And gorgeous flowers with tropic life over- 
flowing, 
Pour on the peaceful air their sweet perfume. 

Now clasp I in my arms my long sought 

treasure, 

Now a dear head is pillowed on my breast ; 

And with a joy no earthly tongue can measure, 

Warm, trembling lips to mine are fondly 

pressed. 

For thou art with me, with thy presence 
blessing, 
Thou dearest, best, my first love and my 
last, 
Within thy arms thy purest love possessing ; 
Darkness is gone, and night is overpast. 



Dreams, 69 

O, rapturous kisses! passionate caressings! 

O, heart's quick beating with a wild delight ; 
O, murmured words, our mutual love confessing, 

Parted no more — at last, it is good-night ! 



FRIENDLY OFFICES. 

TTl THEN the sick heart, like an overwearied 
beast, 

Falters and pants upon the stony road, 
To scout the burden as an empty thing, 

And lay the last straw on the heavy load ! 

To thrust aside the trembling, asking hands. 
Stretched out with pleading, agonizing moan. 

Ignore the hunger, and, for precious bread. 
Give to the trusting, famished soul — a stone ! 



I- 



Friendly Offices, 71 

To know the thirst that comes from wandering 
long 
Through deserts where the rain-drops never 
fall, 
And, smiling, press upon the fevered lips. 
Instead of water, vinegar and gall ! 

To turn a cold, indifferent, careless gaze 

On pleading eyes, dark with their weight of 
grief ; 

Blind to all pity, tenderness, or trust. 

And wounding love with caustic unbelief: 

These be the coins earned by a ceaseless toil ! 

The scanty alms ! the condescending dole ! 
The great repayment for the perfect trust. 

And honest friendship of a loyal soul. 



72 Friendly Offices, 

God, in Thy restful home above the blue, 
Where myriad worlds of brightness have 
their birth, 

Is there no love nor justice save with Thee ? 
Is there no mercy in the sons of earth ? 



THE YOUTH BY THE BROOK. 

[after SCHILLER.] 

OADLY a youth, beside the stream reclin- 
ing, 
Watched the quick dancing of the joyous 
wave, 
And from the dewy buds bright garlands twin- 
ing, 
Their morning freshness to the waters gave. 
" And thus," he said, " depart my summer 
hours. 



i 



74 The Youth by the Brook, 

With all their happy dreams of hope and 
light ; 
The stream of Time these days, sweet as the 
flowers. 
Unheeding bears forever from my sight. 

*' Ah, never ask why thus in early morning 
The rosy splendor from my sky has fled. 
And the bright blossoms once my path adorn- 
ing 
Now fade around me, scentless, pale, and 
dead ! 
Kind Nature, with her bounteous hand, will 
ever 
Create new beauties when the old depart ; 
But all in vain I sigh, for never, never 

Can come a second spring-time to my heart. 



The Youth by the Brook, 75 

" Autumn will come, and heap with richest 
treasure 
The hands that hold the promise of the 
spring ; 
But to my heart what joy, what hope, what 
pleasure 
Can the returning seasons ever bring ? 
For she whose image fills my soul forever, 
Only in blissful dreamings can be mine : 
Praying, I stretch my hands with vain endeavor 
To where the vision stands with smile divine. 



** Come to me, thou, my only love, my bless- 
ing ! 

Leave the proud castle with its hearts of 
ice ; 

Only to see thee, and thy smile possessing. 
Will make the earth to me a paradise. 



76 The Youth by the Brook. 

List to the waves in light and beauty flowing, 
The music of the singing leaves above. 

A cottage home is large where hearts are 
glowmg 
With the pure sunshine of a mutual love." . 



REGRETS. 

T^ALL, fall, O autumn rain ! so cold and 
chilling, 

Upon the dying leaves, your gorgeous bed. 
At the appointed time your work fulfilling ; 

But what can it avail these tears I shed ? 

Upon the dead and withered leaves your fingers 
Work speedy desolation and decay ; 

Yet in the earth the life of beauty lingers, 
And springs with glorious promise to the 
dav. 



J 



78 Regrets. 

But for these flowing tears of bitter sorrow, 
Shed o'er dead hopes and dreams now mine 
no more, 
What promise do they bring me for the mor- 
row ? 
What dream of beauty shall their fall restore ? 



Alas, for such a hope in vain we languish ! 

Our brightest buds of love and joy depart : 
And all our tears of pain, remorse, and anguish, 

Can bring no second summer to the heart. 



THE DIFFERENCE. 

OO you call that a kiss, when, in token of 
^ parting, 
Your lips touched my own with such tremu- 
lous fear ; 
When haste took for wages the most of the 
honey 
And whispered that danger and peril were 
near. 



So you call that a kiss ! Let me paint for a 
minute, 
The home of my fancy, my castle of rest. 



•a_i^t^>Mk^ 



8o The Difference. 

Where — all the bright dreams of my life 
stored within it — 
I linger for hours with the friends I love 
best. 



The lamps shed a light like the soft glow of 
moonbeams, 
The air breathes warm odors of spice and of 
balm, 
Not a sound breaks the hush, and the spirit, 
in rapture, 
Folds round it the mantle of heavenly calm. 

You are there in the stillness and some one 
beside you. 
We'll say, for the dream's sake, the one you 
love best, 



The Difference, 8i 

She is kneeling » beside you, your arms are 
around her, 
Her head on your shoulder is pillowed in 
rest. 



You smooth the soft tresses away from her 
forehead, 
Her breath, sweet as summer, floats over 
your cheek. 
You tighten your clasp as you murmur, " My 
darling, 
I am weary and faint for the kisses I seek." 

She turns her face toward you, her large eyes 

uplifted, 

Dilated, and dark, with a passionate fire ; 

6 



82 The Difference. 

And her rich, dewy lips, in their innocent 
fondness. 
Fill up in full measure your cup of desire. 

O moment ecstatic! renewed and repeated! 

Alas ! weary world, with your burden of care. 
Your raptures are coldness, your kisses are 
failures. 
When matched with the ones of my castle 
in air. 



.v» 



CONDEMNED. 

'V/'OUR words, maybe, were idly spoken ones. 

The merest fancy passing with a breath, 
The dust of common talk — the surface earth; 
But to the listener cold and hard as death. 



She took the formless thing you cast at her, 
With trembling fingers moulded it anew ; 

Drenched with the falling of her wrathful tears. 
Into a shape of misery it grew. 

Perchance it typified indignant pride ; 

Perchance its face expressed a newborn hate. 
However it was, it found a waiting niche. 

And memory keeps the trust inviolate. 



84 Condemned, 

Now when in vain you weave the olden spell, 
And would with subtlest charm her heart 
ensnare, 

She turns her loveless eyes away in scorn, 
And gazing inward, whispers, " It is there." 



MEMORIES. 

Tt is the custom, in small places, to toll the age of a person 
deceased, as soon as the spirit has departed. I shall never for- 
get the sensation I experienced, when on a dismal autumn night 
I heard it for the first time. I was, perhaps, a quarter of a mile 
from the village, and with every wail of the night wind through 
the valley it came to my ear — the most solemn and melancholy 
sound I ever heard. 

'TpHE autumn rain was coldly, coldly falling. 
The shades of night were gathering chill 
and fast, 
And through the trees around the cottage 
dwelling, 
With hollow tones, loud roared the autumn 
blast. 



86 Memories, 

It shook with giant force the loosened case- 
ment, 
Extinguishing my taper's feeble light ; 
And I with weary heart and straining eye- 
balls, 
Watched vainly through the mist that veiled 
my sight. — 

Watched vainly for a messenger with tidings 
Of her who languished on her bed of pain. 

Of her who once was loveliest and brightest 
Of all the maidens in the village train. 

Alas ! I murmured, bright thy childish hours, 
And brighter still thy girlhood's early years, 

It cannot be that at its opening summer, 

Thy life shall close in darkness and in tears. 



Memories, 



87 



But yet I feel presentiment of evil, 

My heart prophetic can thy doom foretell ; 

And hark ! upon the sad and wailing night 
wind 
Comes the slow tolling of the village bell. 

Solemn and slow, its voice is heard repeating, 
" A happy spirit takes its upward flight ; 

Freed from her fetters, through the storm and 
darkness, 
She soars to realms where all is love and 

light. 



Softly I chime for all her childhood years. 
For she was happy then, and full of glee, 

For loving hearts supplied her every want, 
And loving eyes watched o'er her infancy. 



88 Memories 

But for those years when turning from the foun- 
tain 

A mother's and a brother's love supplied, 
With a deceived, yet loving heart, she left them. 

To be a scoffer and a drunkard's bride. 

For these I toll, for they were full of sorrow. 
Sorrow ^that only broken hearts may know ; 

And tears of agony were shed, that furrow 
And leave the mark of years where'er they flow. 

But now, within the house of 'many mansions,' 
Amid the angels beautiful and blest, 

She kneels before the throne of the Eternal, 
And in his presence finds her * perfect rest.' " 



SURRENDER. 

"\T THAT a poor silly fool am I 

To watch your face, and try to read 

it; 

To search in vain for old regard, 

Or look for love — because I need it ! 

To grieve because your eyes no more 
Seem filled with wishes dear and tender, 

Or that your hand seeks mine no more. 
Inviting it to quick surrender. 

And yet, although the past is past. 

And I must wake at once from dreaming, 

I will not, no, I cannot think 

That all your love was only seeming ; 



90 Surrender, 

I will believe by some strange spell, 
Some subtle art of necromancy, 

Just for a little time I held, 

As all my own, your heart and fancy. 

I must believe it, for the thought 

Is all that comes to me with healing. 
Now that the passing time, alas ! 

Has proved so bitter in its dealing. 
Say that I may believe it, dear, 

And say, too, that I am forgiven 
If I still cling to, and recall 

Those few faint glimpses into heaven. 

For I will make no outward sign ; 

Like you I will be cool and quiet ; 
And so what matter for the pain, 

Or how the truant blood runs riot. 



Surrender, g i 

And if you vaguely note the change 

And wonder at it, O, remember 
How often under ashes gray 

Still glows the unextinguished ember ! 



PERISHED. 

(CATSKILL MOUNTAIN HOUSE.) 

XT 7 AVE after wave of greenness rolling 

down 
From mountain top to base, a whispering sea 
Of affluent leaves through which the viewless 

breeze 

Murmurs mysteriously. 

And towering up amid the lesser throng, 

A giant oak, so desolately grand, 
Stretches its gray imploring arms to heaven 

In agonized demand. 



Perished, 93 

Smitten by lightning from a summer sky, 

Or bearing in its heart a slow decay, 
What matter, since inexorable fate 

Is pitiless to slay. 

Ah, wayward soul, hedged in and clothed about, 
Doth not thy life's lost hope lift up its head. 
And dwarfing present joys, proclaim aloud, — 

" Look on me, I am dead ! " 



FREEDOM. 

O LAVE of the appetite, cast off the chain ! 
All but the bright one of reason disdain, 
Spurn from thee proudly the shackles that bind. 
Leave the gross garments of passion behind, 
Light, the pure lamp of the spirit within. 
Drive from its stronghold the shadow of sin. 
Fan the flame brightly that bondsmen may see 
The life of a spirit unfettered and free. 

Freedom ! the right of each heavenborn soul. 
Free as a unit, and free as a whole. 
Free from oppression, freedom from thrall, 
The mantle of brotherhood covering all. 



Freedom, 95 

Who shall dare lift up to heaven his hand, 
And give to his Maker the word of command ? 
Are ye not gods your own lives to control ? 
Live then in freedom, in body and soul. 



iMiriMhataadaa 



MY LIFE. 

\^7HAT is my life? It is to honor most, 

The noble purpose and the single mind, 
The upright manhood which, disdaining wrong. 

Lives purely, justly, as its God designed, 
Which sees beyond results the law of right, 

The higher law, which meaner souls deny ! 
It is to bow before such shrines as these. 

Yet live a lie. 

It is to hate all subtlety and cant. 

Half spoken words, uttered to lead astray, 

The sinuous turnings of a petty mind. 

The prosperous slips from honor's open way. 



My Life, 97 

To walk with self appointed calm the path 
Whose cruel straightness blinds the hopeless eye ; 
To bow before the stringent social rule, 

And live a lie. 

It is to wrench forever at my chains, 

Then trembling stand fearing the links may 
part; 

To shrink from favors, yet all receive ; 

To mask with Judas' smiles an alien heart ; 

To hate the present with its weary days. 
Yet in the future naught but gloom descry ; 

To crush my spirit and to starve my heart, 

And live a lie. 

To see the years like waves come sweeping on, 

To fall unheeded on the barren beach. 
To know my clenching hands grasp only sand, 



98 My Life, 

The empty shells and stones within my reach ; 
To battle fiercely in the breakers* foam, 
To sink despairing in their depths and die, ' 
And then, at last, to stand before my God 

Clothed with this lie. 



HIS PROTEST. 

OO you reject my friendship? Be it so. 

No word or look of mine shall vex you more ; 
Within the tomb of many withered hopes, 
I lay this last one, and shut fast the door. 

The eye that glances now across the crowd, 
Shall but reflect the coldness of your own, 

And the few words of greeting and reply, 
Shall emulate your carelessness of tone. 

No more an ear shall strive to catch the fall 
Of a light footstep, when the day is done. 

Or feel a weary longing in the heart. 

When the last echo dies, and you are gone. 



lOO 



Hts Protest, 



No more, no more, alas ! how sad it seems ; 

How I would weep if pride would let me. No ! 
If you have not one kindly thought of me, 

Why should my heart so dread to let you go ? 

But sometime, in the happy coming years, 
(Your favorite child close clasped upon your 
knee, 
Her golden head pressed softly to your cheek,) 
Your thoughts will wander back and rest with 
me. 

And you will murmur, darling, " God is just ; 

He will not make thee for my sins atone, 
Nor grieve thee, as I grieved a friendly heart. 

As earnest, pure, and faithful as thine own." 



L 
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"YET HATH MY NIGHT OF LIFE 
SOME MEMORY." 

nr^OSSING so restless on my midnight pillow, 
Watching the firelight in its restless play, — 
The leaping flash, that vanishes in darkness. 

The quivering pulse, that throbs and dies 
away, — 
I prayed the angels who are watching o'er us, 

Who bear oblivion on their ebon wing. 
To chant for me their sleep-inspiring chorus, 

And to my rest prophetic visions bring. 
Gently, as if enticed by earnest longing, 

They softly came, or seemed to, at my call, 
And dimness gathered o*er my tired vision, 

And deeper grew the shadows on the wall. 



I02 Yet hath my Night of Life some Memory, 

Relaxing shoulders pressed the snowy pillow, 
Delicious languor ran through every vein, 

And at my touch the Ivory Gate unclosing 
I grasped the shadowy fruits of joy and pain. 

Methought I stood upon a mighty rock, 

Snow white, and crowned by one cloud-reaching 

dome, 
Whose airy pillars seemed like shafts of light. 
There was no sun or moon or gleaming star, 
But a soft golden haze was in the air, 
A trembling changing vapor, shutting out, 
With shining radiance, the cold outer world. 
And sweetest odors lingered all around. 
As if the perfumes of a thousand Junes, 
The bloom and music of sweet summers gone. 
In spiritual essence lived again 
And gathered 'round this palace of my dreams. 



Yet hath my Night of Life some Memory. 103 

And thou wert with me, O beloved one, 
Thou who didst gather from my life's young vine 
The purple clusters of its early love, 
Pressed out the glowing wine with careless hand, 
And then forgetful cast the goblet down. 
Close clasped by thy embracing arm I stood 
Tranced in a dream of perfect joy to feel, 
That all the earth was naught to thee, and I 
Filled up thy heart with measureless content. 
And when thine eye down looking met mine own, 
Their dark depths glowing with love's earnest 

light, 

Through all my veins the quick blood ran like 

fire, 
And trembling at my heart, with one great throb, 
The passion flowers of feeling burst the bud, 
Basked in their radiance, bright, perfected flow- 
ers. 



I04 Vet hath my Night of Life some Memory, 

With dim, uncertain motion in its folds, 

The sun like vapor, rolled itself aside. 

And through the vista arched by placid skies, 

# 

The purple mountains in the distance lay. 
And from their base a hundred rivers ran. 
Like silver threads at first, till widening out 
In bright continuous foldings, they combined 
In one deep placid current, calm and strong. 
That broke in liquid music at our feet. 
With drowsy murmur, like the hum of bees, 
The crystal waters swept around the rock. 
And knocked with dimpled hand against the 

gates — 
(Two brazen doors of massive strength, which 

seemed 
To bar their progress with resistless power). 
With sweet low voices softly they implored 



Yet hath my Night of Life some Memory, 105 

Their course might not be stayed, that they 

might have 
A passing vision of the far Beyond. 
Then, whispered of low arching trees and fields, 
Ripe with the harvest, and fair cottage homes, 
Where peace, and quiet, and pure love abode. 

But the great gates in conscious strength looked 

down 
And seemed to say, "Abide with me awhile 
Content with quiet, for ye cannot tell. 
When my protecting power is cast aside. 
What bitter storms may howl above thy wave." 

" And shall the gates be opened t " said thy 

voice 
(Ah me, how sweet and tender all its tones), 
"Only to thee and me the power is given 



io6 Yet hath my Night of Life some Memory. 

To bid these massive portals yield their trust 
And teach the murmuring waves their destiny. 
Shall we assert our power ? " I tried to gaze 
Beyond the barrier, but the sun-bright mist 
Rolled down before me, and I could not see, — 
Rolled down and shut out all save thy dear 

face, 
The mountains in the purple distance lost, 
The glancing river, and the quiet skies. 
And with one long, long gaze, as if to take 
Its pure and perfect beauty to my soul, 
My consolation for a darker hour, 
Trembling, yet calm, I turned and bowed my 

head. 

The murmuring waters stopped their pulsing 

beat. 
The golden mist above un trembling hung. 



Yet hath my Night of Life some Memory, 107 

As silently the massive gates unclosed : 
With one strong leap the sparkling water fell 
Down, down in voiceless silence, till it seemed 
To strike the very centre of the world. 
Then broke with glad rejoicing voices forth. 
Till all the air was full of thund'rous sound, 
The wild glad cry of freest liberty ; 
The solid rock trembled beneath our feet, 
Trembled the misty vapor in the air, 
All, all the flood of waters sparkled on, 
Spanned by a thousand rainbows* braided light ; 
Closer I clung to thee, for well I knew 
That never, never more the gates could close, 
That nevermore the waves could rest and sing ; 
That *neath the hurrying tide my life went down, 
And 'of the golden quiet in the past 
My weary heart was bankrupt from that hour. 
The spray, like diamond dust, flew over us, 



io8 Yet hath my Night of Life some Metnory. 

And all the marble roses on the floor 
Sparkled and glowed as if with morning dew, 
And I awoke, my cheeks all cold and wet, — 
Ah, tell me, were they sad or blissful tears ? 



FAMILY SOAP. 

73 OUND the corner it came with a jocular 
creak, 
Reechoed by shouts of delight, 
While after it streamed a battalion of rags, 

Like the tail of a Japanese kite. 
Broom-handle axles with linch-pins of wood. 

Small wheels of an oscillant scope. 
And a box, on whose side ran this legend in 
black, — 

"Fine Family Soap." 

Seated proudly therein was a waif of the street. 

Gold hair all a tangle and curl, 
A barefooted, bareheaded, jubilant sprite. 



I lO 



Family Soap, 



A ragged and dimpled cheeked girl: 
She drums with her fists, and she shouts at her 
steed, 

As he tugs at the end of the rope. 
And the coat on his back needs his new coat 



of arms, 



Viz. "Family Soap. 



«i 



They pause at the door of Miss Shoddy Veneer, 

While she to her carriage descends. 
But the sight of the vehicle freighted and 
manned. 
Her sensitive nature offends ; 
She gathers her velvet and satin aside, 

And then, as unable to cope 
With such vermin, desires that her footman at- 
tend — 

To the "Family Soap." 



Family Soap, 1 1 1 

But she wept in her amber-hued cushions to 
think 
That " Brown," living over the way, 
Would retail the story to half of the town, 

And make her the jest of the day, 
For, whisper it low, Mr. Shoddy Veneer 

Had found for his genius a scope. 
In stearine and all saponaceous forms, -• 

And "Family Soap." 

Alas for the pride of the weeping Veneer, 
That a poor empty soap-box offends, 

For the bubbles that blown by her fabulous wealth 
Her arrogant folly distends, 

She will find that the eminence social she craves, 
A hill with a possible slope, 

And the " sinister bar " on her escutcheon new 

Be " Family Soap.'* 



IN MEMORIAM. 

"D KCEIVE, O Earth, the precious dust we 

give, 
Too fair and sweet with us to longer live, 
And let the purest blossoms o'er her wave, 
And softest verdure fold her early grave. 

Let summer winds above it faintly sigh, 

And summer dews upon it gently lie, 

Let happy birds above it vigils keep, 

And all things speak of blessed rest and sleep. 
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So when we stand beside her we may feel 

A calmness o*er our restless spirits steal, 

And know the loss that fills our souls with pain 

Has been to her eternal joy and gain. 

8 



GONE. 

A S evening's fairest star dies into dawn, 
So passed she from our sight ; 
Her brightness and her goodness swallowed up 
In Heaven's resplendent light. 

And thoVigh the earth is darkened by her loss, 

, And all our days are drear, 
The angels seem our kindred for her sake. 

And Paradise more near. 



/ stole a heart and buried it one day 
Deep in my breast^ as Hwere a precious seed. 

And who should judge its merits, or forecast 
Whether it prove a flower or a weed? 

But soon it quivering burst its outer husk. 

And blossomed into song-buds dark and bright; 

Dear hve, it was thy heart, here are the flowers. 
And thou shall tell me, — are they worthless quite? 



THE RAILROAD JOURNEY. 

(a LETTER TO A CHILD.) 

\T 7HO would be on a train alone 

Fleeing along like the devil's own } 
Smoke and cinders, and dust and roar, 
As if we were now at the very door 
Of Hades black, and in our face 
Was the fume and scent of that woeful place ! 

Hurry ! hurry ! Faster still ! 
Through the valley, over the hill ; 
There may be death on the forward track. 
But who would turn from a danger back.^ 



1 1 8 The Railroad journey. 

We fly to meet it with nimble feet. 
We will race with Time on his pinions fleet ! 
"Faster! faster! the way is long, — " 
So chant the wheels in a ceaseless song ; 
** With breath of vapor and soul of fire, 
We carry each heart to its last desire." 
So on with wild mad shriek and bound 
We hurtle away on the trembling ground. 

We fly by fields of new-mown hay, 

So sweet in the breath of the dying day. 

And over the stream, so bright between 

Its shelving banks of weedy green ; 

By prosperous orchards with bending boughs. 

By flocks of sheep and grazing cows, 

By a mare with her foal, whose placid eye 

Takes in our speed as we thunder by, 

And says, "Dexter gait," no use to try! 
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Then a field of corn in rows of green, 
With a scarecrow urchin hoeing between ; 
Stopping his work, with a wondering stare, 
And holding on to his sun-burned hair, 
He probably whispers to his hoe, — 
" Jehosiphat ! Don't she jest go ! " 

Now come the forests cool and green, 
I see the tall gray trunks between 

The pendent boughs, that interlace 

». 
And form a dim and shadowy place, 

Where mating birds may live at ease. 

With no intruder save the breeze. 



Here is a cabin by the way, 
With, barefoot children out at play ; 
Potatoes planted by the track. 
And cabbages a little back. 



I20 The Railroad youmey. 

And on the fence the washing drying, — \ 
Three cotton shirt-tails all a-flying! 

Here are the " marshes," sluggish and wide, 
With willows bending on either side. 
Rank with a growth of sedges and weeds. 
With cat- tail flags, and lilies and reeds, 
And dragon-flies on filmy wing, 
Over the surface hovering. 



Then fields of yellow and ripening grain, 
Stretching away in a billowy plain, 
To the ba;rn and cottage barely seen, 
Away on the sloping hill-side green. 



«'.»•. 



Hurrah ! the whistle ! Some part of creation. 
Blest with having a railway station, 
Is coming now under observation ! 
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Port Byron is not an extensive place, 

And I think of our stop with a very bad 

grace, 
For a cattle train was on the track. 
Close up to my window ; and every back, 
Rubbed raw and sore, was under my eye ! 
Tm sure, dear Lou, 'twould have made you cry 
To have seen the beasts, packed close together. 
Sides touching sides, this stifling weather. 
With the horrid, filthy, reeking floor. 
Sending out a stench through the slatted door, 
That smelling thereof, you would find relief 
In the thought that you never have eaten beef! 

We have had a shower, and now the air 

Is as pure and sweet as an evening prayer ; 

« 

And all along in the western sky. 
Deep bands of purple and crimson lie. 
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That brighten, and broaden, and all unfold 
Into islands of amber, and domes of gold ; 
And the last red beams the shadows cast 
Slender and long as we journey past ; 
The lonely trees that one by one. 
Blush under the kiss of the setting sun. 

Here is a house like the one before, 
And a woman sitting flat on the floor, 
Just inside of the open door. 
She holds a bowl on her drawn-up knee. 
And standing before her eagerly, 
Watching the spoon, is a hungry child. 
By our noisy presence unbeguiled ; 
But ere I could see whether it was fed, 
I had half a mile on my journey sped. 
And I shall die with this fearful doubt, — 
Did it get its supper or go without.^ 
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On, on we fly with endless din, 
Night's deepening shadows wrap us in, 
And every cinder becomes a spark. 
That dies ere the watching eye can mark 
Its dance of death, while a thousand more 
Across its vanished pathway pour, 
And we think of Jove in the story old. 
When he came to his love in a shower of gold. 

But Jove, when he went on that " special train," 
Looked on stations and checks with a high 
disdain. 

And his "tower," when all was said and done. 
Was in every sense a most brazen one ! 
And my "tower" is well nigh finished. We go 
At slackened speed, soon I shall know 
The greeting that cherished friends bestow. 



124 3^^^ Railroad yaumey. 

So laying my pointless pencil by. 
And clapping my hand on a shrinking eye 
Where a cinder is roaming curiously, 
I bid you a hasty yet warm, good-by. 



L 



"A PENNY FOR YOUR THOUGHTS." 

T WAS thinking, while the river 
Glowed with sunset's dying light,^ 

That my heart was like the water 

With your love and presence bright ; 

I was thinking, while the ripples 
Murmuring, the shore caressed, 

Of the happy, happy moments. 

When your lips to mine were pressed ; 

When your arms were folded round me 
In a warm and close embrace. 

And your loving protestations 
Brought the blushes to my face. 
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And I wished, in all the whole wide world, 

You loved me best of any. 
Now tell me, darling, — do you think 

My thoughts were worth a penny ? 



CARTOONS. 

TRACKED away in a sleeping car, 

Straightly and stiffly lain, 
I feel that surely I must be dead, 
And this is a funeral " train." 



The passengers help the illusien, 

For as swiftly on we ride, 
I see them all as mourners, 
In tiers on either side. 



The big, fat man just opposite 
(A nasal music maker) 
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As he has taken the under shelf. 
Is he not an undertaker ? 



To-night the trade must be thriving, 
A business something worth. 

For just one half the people here 
Are having a second birth. 

A sickly babe lifts up its voice, 
Its wailings pierce my ears, 

I feel I am alive, and say. 
It is a wail of tears. 

The cinders fall in a smutty rain. 
The air is thick with dust. 

The people under the roof may boast 
Of being the upper crust. 
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And as I lean on my ell?ow, 

And at my companion peep, 
I find one half of me wide awake, 

And one half fast asleep. 



SONG OF THE FOUNTAIN'. 
(from a child's story.) 

T AM falling, falling, falling. 
Ever falling to the earth, 

Where my brightness and my beauty 

Have a new and perfect birth ; 
For I spring up into violets, 

Into daisies red and white, 
In the cowslips crowned and golden, 

Into lilies pure as light ; 
And the happy little children 

Weave me into garlands fair, 
I fill their snowy dimpled hands. 

And crown their clustering hair. 
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I am falling, falling, falling, 

That the sorrowing may know 
How from the dull and weary earth. 

Some joys may spring and grow 
To help the sad ones smile once more. 

The sinful ones recall ; — 
I am falling, falling, falling. 

For the love and good of all. 



IN REGARD TO THE GARDENING. 

Written to a friend who advised the " hand-picking " 
of worms, and the use of " whale oil sudsP 

T~\EAR Mr. B r, your advice was sound, 

A German brother carted off the ground ; 
He says, " Dis dirt I pring, he makes dings 

grow,"— 
It was gold bearing quartz to liim, I know ! 

And now my usual summer friends are come, 
I tend and " bed" them all, and board (up) some ; 
Trained and restrained, they seem like human 

guests, 
In dress and manners, at their very best. 
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My Honey-suckle, ever trespassing, 
Was driven to de-:fence by bits of string, 
But while it strives to leave, and for release 
It still keeps running and still keeps the peace ! 

My Hydrangea, scarcely two years old. 
Was out of bed while yet the nights were cold, 
His head full of the balls he had in view, 
To win his game, when Nature gives the cue. 

See my Carnation edged and streaked with red. 
As if for it the heart of perfume bled, 
Yet still unsatisfied, the conquering thief 
Hides honeyed spoils under each satin leaf 

But who can sentimentalize, and " hand-pick " 

worms ? 
Whose pulpy bodies are all legs and squirms. 
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What clothes a syringe with a pensive grace 
Like "a umbreller" in a metal case. 



What will my roses do, if every day, 

I welcome them with showers of whale-oil spray. 
Suppose they " spout " instead of sprout to grow, 
And show a fatal tendency to "blow." 

I fear me when the creeping things appall, 
Like Eve I shall bring on an early fall. 
And being feminine, and in the vein, 
As she did, go at once, to raising Cain ! 



